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Waldorf brings you a totally 
new kind of softness 
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Redbook Magazine May 1958 



New deodorant preferred by 7 out of 10 women / 

ban rolls on protection 
that stays on! 


More effective than messy creams,* easier to apply than drippy sprays! Not a crumbly stick! 





























You’re looking at something completely new 
in the world of beauty! 



Beauty Ice does radiant things to your complexion! • Works as a moisturizer to soften and smooth 
your skin. Works as an astringent to tone your skin and tighten pores. • Acts as an invisible facial 
to stimulate and refresh your face. • Restores young dewiness to your skin. It’s a product unlike any 
you’ve ever known before! Not a liquid, not a cream — but a cool and sparkling, blue-green 
“solid moisture.”. Use Beauty Ice in the morning, 
under makeup; use it at night, after cleansing. 

It’s like bathing your face in champagne! 1.50 plus tax 


New, new desert 







COMING NEXT MONTH: 

Why many Military and Manpower Experts believe 
WE MUST END THE DRAFT 
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It’s si Taylor Wine... and yon’ll love it! 








for the loveliest hair of your life.. 


Do you want brighter hair? darker 
hair? an exciting new fashion hair- 
color?... 

color that lasts ? or color you can gaily 
rinse in or spray on, and shampoo out ? 
color for your entire head? or just 
to touch-up some stray gray or dull- 
looking strands? 

Whatever you desire, Roux is your 
answer. For Roux is America’s first 


family of hair colorings and tighten¬ 
ers, both durable and temporary. Each 
is created to meet a specific need. And 
each gives the lovelier, natural look¬ 
ing results that make Roux the out¬ 
standing name in haircolor beauty. 
Perhaps your haircolor isn’t doing all 
you’d like for you. For a quick, simple 
answer to your need, try Roux. 





OF HAIRCOLORINGS" 
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YOUR PRIDE WILL PERK UP whenever you’re seen in 
your ’58 CHEVROLET. One look at those low, wind-whisked, lines and you 
know you’re bound to be noticed. And you’ll find still more to be proud of in the 
quick, sure way Chevy responds to your touch. 


Sure as it’s a Chevy, you’re going to 
be looked at when you drive this 
good-looker. Don’t be surprised if you 
even hear a soft whistle of approval 
now and then. There’s just something 
about Chevy’s low, straining-at-the- 
bit beauty that makes people sit up 
and take notice. 

The way this Chevrolet moves is 
something to be admired, too. Its 
quick-sprinting power, for example, 
and the reassuring way it keeps its 
poise, even on sudden dips and curves. 

Another big reason you’ll be 


prouder of a Chevy is that it’s the 
only honest-to-goodness new car in 
the low-price field. There’s a new X- 
built Safety-Girder frame . . . new 
Turbo-Thrust V8* . . . new longer, 
lower Body by Fisher ... a choice of 
new standard Full Coil suspension or 
a real air ride.* Cars just don’t come 
any newer—or nicer—than this one. 

Stop by your Chevrolet dealer’s 
real soon. What he’s selling is high on 
pride but low on price. . . . Chevrolet 
Division of General Motors, Detroit 
2, Michigan. •OptUmal at extra coat. 
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Fragile ... Itartdle W±th_ JolmSon’s 


Skin so delicate, you stroke it in wonder ... 

You know that only the finest skin care will do ... 
Only the purest powder ... 

Only the gentlest oil... 

Only Johnson’s. 


..es h 

BABY baby 

POWDER ; OIL ; 
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For cuts, scrapes, burns, aN “skinjuries”— 

New Unguentine stops the hurting, 
starts the healing...protects 
as no cream or liquid can! 

1. Relieves pain fast—never stings. 

2. Attacks infection —speeds tissue repair. 

3. Guards against reinfection far longer 
than creams or liquids. 

4. Keeps gauze from sticking to the injury. 



A rea| first-aid dressing for the whole family 


Letters -fco 


1 £ 
rsS 


“IS Public n School s ' 
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CHROME-ON-COPPER NOW IS THE TIME 

Uni^^sde.^^ TO BUY AMERICA’S 

FINEST COFFEEMAKER! 


FLAVOR-SELECTOR 

Makes coffee mild, medium or 


HEAT SENTINEL 

Keeps coffee piping hot without in¬ 
creasing the strength 

EIGHT-CUP CAPACITY 

Makes up to 8 cups faster than you 
can boil an equal amount of water 


Give yourself a real coffee break with 
this famous Coffeematic now priced for 
every budget. It brews coffee to the exact 
strength you choose time after time. Just 
set Universal’s exclusive Flavor-Selector 
and forget it! Your coffee will be kept hot 
without increasing the strength. And 
you’ll be proud to serve from this gleam¬ 
ing chrome on copper beauty. But hurry 
—the supply is limited. 



UNIVERSAL 


WHAT’S NEW IN RECORDS 


"Wonderful, 


Wonderful” 
J ohnny 
Mathis 


field—a singer whose recordings have 
carried him swiftly to top stardom, 
with a minimum of the usual buildup 
of TV and personal appearances, and 
without a single n 


is folk 


. What’s 


emarkable about his huge si 


natural, romantic style that is entirely 
devoid of the influence of rock ’n’ roll 
or other recent vocal trends. 

A couple of years ago, at the age 
of 20, Mathis was attending San Fran¬ 
cisco State Teachers College and sing¬ 
ing evenings in a small local night¬ 
club. At the urging of Johnny’s agent, 
a Columbia Records executive dropped 
in to hear him and shortly thereafter 
brought him to New York to make an 

—a full album as his first release. 
Called simply “Johnny Mathis,” it 
emphasized his leanings toward cool 
jazz and gave him the backing of mu¬ 
sicians of that persuasion. On the 
same trip, he made some singles in a 
more romantic vein. The album won 
critical praise but was only moderate¬ 
ly successful. Two of the single sides, 
however—“It’s Not For Me To Say” 
and “Wonderful, Wonderful”—got off 
to a slow start, then suddenly gath¬ 
ered momentum, and wound up among 
the biggest hits of 1957, along with a 
third side, “Chances Are.” 

Johnny’s second collection, al¬ 
though it did not include any of his 
single hits, was named “Wonderful, 
Wonderful,” and most of its numbers 
were in the smooth, sweet ballad style 
of the singles, with the rhapsodic ac¬ 
companiment of Percy Faith. It sold 
almost as briskly as his two-song disks, 
indicating that Johnny’s appeal was 
not limited to the youngsters who buy 
most of the singles, but extended to the 
young adults and older people who are 
the prime customers for LP’s. Now a 
third album, “Warm,” has confirmed 


Johnny’s widespread and durable pop¬ 
ularity by remaining high on the best¬ 
seller charts for the past several 


months. 

Like his previous album, “Warm” 
is made up mainly of established 
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Overweight 

A noted expert (?) on male superiority 
concedes a round to the female 
—well, almost 


BY PARKE CUMMINGS 



COr “5' came about when^ I asked her to fetch 

you certainly have a lot of stuff in there!” 

“Oh, yes,” I said airily, “Somewhere around $15,- 

000 % 


five. Tmet 

a “ th Opening S thewallet g , S i withdrew my driver’s license. 

2sn^it^rjsi±tiS. , X 

to carry it with me when I drive-unlike some people 
I could mention.” 

MrSdtfS SKfS.'S^ 




HU H 






















“Tru-Slim” Cabinet Design! 110-degree picture tube. "Magic-Memory” tuning. Shockproof and trouble-free operation. Take it anywhere... 

It will perform even in the most difficult fringe areas. 

Triple-Filtered to give you the clearest, sharpest picture ever. 

Emerson 17" TV priced from 128 _ 

mmmmm Titnpvsnfi x 

In two-tone color combinations of Gold-Ivory and ^ B B Vs -3E- // 

Emerson Radio 8. Phonograph Corp., Jersey City, N. J. TV. Radio-High Fidelity. Air Conditioners 


Gold-Ebony ... and Ivory, Tan or Black Alligator Vinyl. 

THERE’S A NEW WORLD OF ENTERTAINMENT IN EMERSON FOR ’S8! 































in r 



































32 


Redbook Magazit 


May 1958 






BY FRANCES COLVER 
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A Remarkable 
Woman 

With $50,000 at stake, he vowed not to let 
pity obscure the truth. 

Were her lies a cover for murder? 


BY JOHN REESE 

ILLUSTRATED BY WALTER SKOR 


"You realize the spot you’re in, don’t you?” I asked. " We’re 
not talking about money. We’re talking about murder!” 


I met the most remarkable woman today, a blonde widow, young 
and pretty, extremely intelligent—and under suspicion of having mur¬ 
dered her husband. Not, you understand, in a fit of passion, but for 
money—for $50,000 in insurance on a policy so new that only one 
quarterly premium had been paid on it. 

Yet she had not been prosecuted; and Fred Kennedy, our best 
claims man, came back after a month’s investigation, mumbling, “I 
know she’s lying, but somehow I’m on her side. She—she makes 
you believe in her, even when you know she’s lying.” 

I met Donna Richey Farrier at her home in the desert near 
Los Angeles, where her unlucky husband had toppled to his per¬ 
plexing death. A series of steps had been cut in the rock leading 
down to the cabin from her defunct husband’s defunct gold mine. 
She was up at the mine, drawing a pail of water from the alkaline 
seepage at the bottom of the shaft, when she saw my car coming up 
the long trail from the highway, following the electric line. 

It was a grim place at best, and pure hell today, with the 
thermometer at 120°. As I parked my car, she coiled her rope 
and came slowly down the steps with her pail of water. At the foot 
of the steps she put the pail down. “Are you looking for someone?” 
she asked. 

I don’t know what sort of hard-bitten adventuress I had ex¬ 
pected, but this girl took my breath. The files said Mrs. Farrier 
was twenty-two. She didn’t look it. I can’t explain the rush of pity 
I felt as I looked at her. A small girl in straw sombrero, blue jeans 
and an old red shirt. Her fair hair was in a long pony tail, and the 
hot sun had bleached it to a champagne glitter. Her tawny tan gave 
her blue eyes deep violet shadows. 

She looked like a college sophomore in trouble with the dean. 
“Yes ma’am; for Mrs. Donna Farrier,” I said, trying not to stare. 
“My name is Witmore—A1 Witmore.” 

“I’m Mrs. Farrier.” She barely (Continued on Page 89) 
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"I Wouldn’t Let 
My Son Die” 

For eighty days Bobbie Spierer was in a coma. 

Doctors did not expect him to live. But his father 
remained at his bedside — talking, singing, praying — until 
the boy somehow came back to life 
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"Suddenly I had the strangest feeling 
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I just had to go out and see Bobbie” 




Wh; 
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The way in which a woman needs to be courted and loved is 
the result of her emotional and sexual nature. Knowing and 
accepting the special meaning of femininity can make the 
difference between happiness and discontent in a marriage 
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One Girl, 

Two Proposals 

He was a doctor, not a marriage 
counselor. So he solved Nancy’s problem with 
clinical detachment, and astounding results! 





"Nancy, I think you’re in love,” he said. "I— 
I know,” she said. "It’s just awful, isn’t itf" 
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The Stormy 

An angry young man 


BY ELEANOR HARRIS 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GARRY WINOGRAND 


D uring the past year a thirty-year-old 
folk singer and actor named Harry Bela- 
fonte earned $1,000,000. His record al¬ 
bum, “Harry Belafonte Calypso,” sold more than 
a million copies. His most recent film, Island 
in the Sun, was one of the year’s top box-office 
successes. His country-wide concert tour broke 
attendance records wherever he played. And 
during the year he mushroomed into a one-man 
industry with offices in New York, Hollywood 
and London. 

Harry Belafonte’s private life also underwent 
distinct changes in 1957. Divorced from his 
first wife, by whom he had two daughters, he 
married a white woman who became the mother 
of his first son. Of his new marriage he says 
firmly, “I don’t see my wife as anything but a 
woman; the fact that I’m a Negro and she is 
white doesn’t affect our lives at all. This is 
partly because she understands as much as she 
does. After all, we live in the most retarded 
country in the world on the social level of inter¬ 
marriage.” 

The emotional pressures of being a Negro 
in America erupt frequently in the young man’s 
conversation. “To get an American Sputnik 
into the air,” he declares, “means nothing as 
long as Little Rock is still unsettled.” These in¬ 
tense feelings about racial discrimination come 
naturally, out of his own childhood. He tells his 
story vividly: 

“I was born in New York City of Negro 
parents, but my maternal grandmother was a 
white Englishwoman and my paternal grand¬ 
father was a white Frenchman. They lived in 
the West Indies, and they both married Negroes. 
If all my relatives were lined up in a room they 
would show every characteristic from the palest 
skin, red hair, blue eyes—all the way to men 
with the most Negroid of features.” 


In play with son David (right), Harry relaxes 
from the pressures of his career. More typical 
of the entertainer’s high-keyed life is the busy 
dressing-room scene (above) during intermission. 






Success of HARRY BELAFONTE 


speaks frankly of love, ambition and what it means to be a Negro 
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"They all resisted me in the beginning 
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... Now nobody dictates to me!” 











A TIME 
TO FEAR 


A brave man knows that time far better than a coward 

BY JAMES McKIMMEY, JR. 

ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT STANLEY 
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WE HAD TO 
FACE OURSELVES 


A young wife’s struggle with despair leads her husband 
to a deeper understanding of his marriage and himself 

BY THOMAS MANNING 



W hen we reached the square, we still had forty-five minutes before 
our appointment. It was only four blocks to the doctor’s office, 
so we walked. I held her hand all the way, very tightly at the 
crossings. We went along slowly, without speaking; for days I 
had realized that both of us were more at ease when we didn’t try to talk. 
Several times she stopped, leaned over to see her reflection in the window of 
a parked car, and fussed at her hat and hair with her free hand. Then, with¬ 
out a word or a smile, we were off again. The lovely October morning seemed 
misty and unreal. 

Doctor House was pleasant, soft-spoken and businesslike. He smiled quiet¬ 
ly, as he had on all our previous visits. Learning to smile quietly, I thought, 
must be a primary course for student psychiatrists. Agnes went in alone, while 
I sat in the outer office, turning the pages of a magazine. When she came out, 
her face was blank. The doctor was right behind her. 

“All right, Mr. Manning,” he announced brightly. At the same time, he 
caught the nurse’s eye and pointed at the erect, retreating back. Silently, his 
lips warned, “Watch her.” 

Back in his office I faced him across his big, gleaming table. He said 
matter-of-factly, “I think your wife should be hospitalized, Mr. Manning.” 

“Yes, Doctor.” After three months of attempt after unsuccessful attempt 
to restore a little of her zest for living by forcing my own on her, there 
seemed to be nothing else to say. 

“In the right hospital,” Dr. House went on, “she’ll be well cared for 
twenty-four hours a day. Electric treatments or new drugs can be used to 
break up the worst part of her depression; then, with therapy and guidance, 
her interest in the world around her and the rest of us will reawaken. Con¬ 
sidering her family background and her fear of being hospitalized, I think that 
a private place of some sort is preferable to a large state institution—providing 
of course, you feel you can stand the expense.” 

“How long would it be, Doctor? And what will it cost?” 

“Five or six weeks—possibly two months. You can figure roughly on a 
hundred and fifty dollars a week, plus three hundred for a series of electric 
treatments, if required. It varies slightly with the hospital.” 

Remembering Agnes’s own little nest egg of bonds and the $800 she had 
saved so that we could buy a car in the spring, I said, “We can make it. She’s 
an excellent manager—or she was before this happened to her.” 

“She will be again, Mr. Manning.” The quiet smile flashed again. He 
began to suggest hospitals. He named two then said rather fondly, “And 
there’s Hillcrest. The main building there always reminded me of my grand¬ 
father’s place in Vermont. It even smells the same. It’s big and spacious, 
and it sprawls over the top of a hill surrounded by rough fields.” 

“Let’s make it Hillcrest,” I said. 

“Good. I’ll call and see what can be arranged. Afterward, we’ll have 
her come in and try to lead her into thinking it’s mostly her own choice. 
Then I’ll call again in front of her. It’s a bit of deception, but it can be quite 
important.” 

I scarcely heard a word he said on the telephone. Suddenly I felt sick. 
I wanted no part of deceiving her, even if it was important. He hung up the 
receiver, went to the door and called, “All right, Mrs. Manning. Will you 
join us now?” 

I stood up and drew a chair over next to my own for Agnes. She sat 
down without looking at me. The doctor’s eyes met mine. 

“Hon,” I began, “would you like to go to a hospital for a few weeks to 
get a real rest, one that would put you back on your feet? Dr. House and I 
have been talking about a fine place—Hillcrest Sanatorium.” 

“I want to go somewhere,” she answered sharply. “I’m getting worse, and 
I’m afraid to be around home alone. I know I’ll keep getting worse.” 

Dr. House repeated his phone call to the hospital. This time his voice 
was still businesslike, but deliberately loud. “Oh, no!” he said emphatically 
at one point, “it’s not a severe case by any means. You can plan definitely on 
the Rose House.” The lovely face alongside me remained impassive. . . . 

Hillcrest didn’t register too clearly on me when we arrived that morning. 
There were bells to ring, locked doors to wait by, another doctor with whom 
to talk and new papers to sign. Agnes scratched her name quickly. Her 
signature made her a voluntary patient. 

Then a nurse came into the director’s office. (Continued on Page 109) 



‘Marge, Pm a person who just couhln’ 


Sister Act 









shock. Even after she got over the shock, she kept her 
mouth shut for a while, waiting for her anger to die down. 

Nl r d ;Vd“^rat £t y t y r 0 °%r » 

Marge said at last. “You’ve just stuck your adolescent 
^ : |sot^r^^£d. “You look awfully 

x::r d a finger - “ Let me just teU you a few 

And she did. For at least fifteen minutes, she told 
about her life with Mike and the kids. She tried to be 

Sally interrupted her with some awe. “Man! You 

^ too. “Sally, 

when I stop to think. I’m not at all sure you should. 
You’re a screwball, and maybe an inspired one. Prob¬ 
ably you should stay single.” Marge sighed. “If I hap- 
pen m uish you’d get married, it’s just an emotional 

Cent F'hat did it. Marge exploded into a fresh descrip, 
tion of her married life She found herself making the 

SiSEHSSsi 

and it wasn’t entirely unpleasant to be goaded into seeing 

TheYdephone rang when she wasn’t half through. 
It was Mike. “Marge. I thought you’d like to know 
that I’ve got hold of a guy here in the office who can get 

^^Yl^r^ ab0UtaSki “ gy0U 

“Wait a minute,” said Marge. “I’d still like to horn 
in on that job with you. if I’m not too late.” 

“You know I’d love it. But you said yourself-” 
Marge didn’t need reminding. Her spare time, she’d 

By the time she hung up, Sally was beside her, ready 

5S-. is tvi^r^S 

isn’t the only fish in the sea.” 



ON THESE TWO PAGES ★ 
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dude fascines, all spell - 
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The horse walks for you; you just sit and enjoy 
it all. Riding is only part\of a ranch vacation. 
Standard , too, is informal friendliness , lake fun , 
hearty fare—shown in Wyoming's Grand Teton area. 
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Dog in the House 


Sometimes, in a strange new world, 
only a miracle of mother love 
can give a child his heart’s desire 

BY GLORIA AMOURY 


jurely, Fatima thought, as she salted lamb 
1 • the supper shish kebab in the still¬ 
age kitchen of the Brooklyn apartment, 

twentieth day since the small family had come to 
Itdow^ hidden Zt^u/r & 

£c=£S£S5s»£ 

Ali, would soon be home from his hopeless search 
through the park for friends. Every morning the 

iZrT 

brimming with tears of loneliness. 


S§ggg|iS*=s 

atfaSSsTCstSS 

murmured in Arabic, “at last—” 

But her words died. Because Ali was unbe¬ 
lievably carrying a dog. A small brown dog with 


tied a rock to the dog’s neck. He was a shabby 
man. so I guess he could no longer feed him. He 

r-B^e2« andI 


» in 


S|P“H= 

The dog was gazing at her with sad eyes, ears 

DSisssrsa 

Mgss 


friends. If only she (Continued on Page 112) 
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HOME REPAIRS: 

Which Ones Should You Attempt? 


Some skilled work can be done by 
an amateur; but other jobs are too 
complicated. This chart will help 
you judge the possible savings and 
pitfalls of doing repairs yourself 


BY JOHN l_. SPRINGER 

ILLUSTRATED BY BUD SIMPSON 


By doing repair work and small construction 
jobs around the house, you often can save con¬ 
siderable money on labor costs and at the same 
time achieve results of professional quality. But 
that is not always the case. 

What determines whether you can profit¬ 
ably, satisfactorily—and safely—do a repair job 
yourself? Before starting a project, try to answer 
these questions: 

1. How much time must you invest to learn 
the skills necessary to do a good job? 

2. How much will the tools cost (to buy or 
rent) and how often are you likely to use them 
on other projects? 

3. What is your probable work output per 
hour? Compare it with the professional’s output 
and wages. 

4. Are there any hazards to health or safety? 

Following are common household repair 

jobs and some of the information you will need 
to judge the advantages and drawbacks of doing 
them yourself. (Possible savings are estimated 
by measuring your probable rate of work against 
professional output, hourly wage and, in some 
cases, traveling time.) 


TILING FLOORS 

Learning time: One hour or less. 

Tools: Linoleum knife, yardstick, chalk, 
applicator for adhesive. 

Possible savings: $2.5043.50 per hour. 
Comment: Unless the undersurface is 

the” completed 8 fbor. C TW S S if one 5 ol the 

"How-to" information: Free pamphlets 

availabhTfrom C^LeJVJLu, Kar 
tile, 58 Second Ave., Brooklyn 15, N. Y.; 
“How to Choose, Design and Install 
Your Own Tile Floor” (also free), 
Sloane-Delaware Floor Products, Tren¬ 
ton, N.J. 


INSTALLING WALL TILE 

Learning time: When an adhesive is used 
to hold tile to wall, about half a day; 
when mortar is used, months of appren- 


straight edge, pliers. A tile cutter may be 
rented for $l-$2 per day. 

Possible savings: About $2 per hour if 
adhesive is used, probably less than 50 
cents per hour with mortar. 

tory work with adhesives. Mortar is better 
left to professionals. 

"How-to" information: “Set Ceramic 
Tile Yourself” by Nicholas M. Raskho- 
doff, ($4.95), D. Van Nostrand Co., Inc., 
Princeton, N.J.; “Handyman’s Home 

cett Books. 


FINISHING WOOD FLOORS 

Learning time: A few minutes. 

rented for about"^ to $6 per lay) and 
a floor polisher (rental cost: $l-$3 per 
day). 

Possible savings: $1.25-$2.50 per hour. 
Comment: Unless care is used, a floor 
sander may cause bumps and valleys in 
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Possessing a wonderful array of work-saving machines, 
well-furnished homes and means for travel and recreation is not a 
luxurious dream for today’s young families. These are the needs 
for a desired standard of living. Because each family’s needs differ 
according to its interests, we’ve planned these 20 pages to help 
you work out your individual scheme for "Easy Living.” 

Easy Living story photographed especially for Redbook by Howell Conant 





Wesson Oil 

takes the smoke out of frying! 




New frying idea — 
Wesson Skillet Sandwich 


Smoke’s out! Flavor’s in! 

Enjoy cleaner frying with no clinging odor 
Brighter flavor in foods —no greasy film even after they’ve cooled 


in just enough Wesson 
to cover bottom of skil¬ 
let. Turn sandwiches 
when lightly browned, 
stir onions. Lightly fry 
tomato slices. Serve 
sandwiches garnished 


Wesson 

Oil 
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A home of your own. 


No single reason counts so much as children in a family’s decision to buy a home. 
While you may long for the privacy of your own home and a place to fix up just as you 
want it, you are first buying space, both indoors and outdoors, to accommodate a growing 
family. Because this space is usually found today in suburban housing developments, pur¬ 
chasing a home means purchasing a portion of a community—its schools, churches, recre¬ 
ation facilities, civic services, stores and, inescapably, its way of life. First considerations in 
deciding where to look for a house must be cost and convenience for travel to work. You'll 
probably be more content with your new home if you then study the community and what it 
offers you and your children before you take a thorough look (see next page) at individual houses. 
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Shop 

when and where 
yon can 
enjoy it 


Suburban shopping centers, a community 
of specialty and department stores, 
are a delightful and enormously 
practical help for busy, servantless 
young families. The appeal of 
beautiful, music-filled malls, clean 
modern stores and entertaining exhibits 
has made shopping more pleasant today. 
Shopping centers keep open-evening 
hours for families shopping together, 
they’ve been designed to absorb 
children—many of them have playgrounds 
and nurseries —and the atmosphere is 
casual. You can, without too much 
planning ahead, and without the 
cost of a trip to town, bring the 
family, come as you are, park the car and 
find everything you 
need; see next page. 
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Glamour, 

free 

parking; 

and 


wondrous 


assortment 








Buy freedom 
with home 
appliances 

No products contribute more 
to a young family’s ease of living 
than home appliances. Because 
these are high-cost items, 
getting them takes long-range 
planning. We call the plan below 
a wishbone list, for if you 
judge the order in which you want 
to buy your appliances and set 
a goal for purchase, your wishes 
are most likely to come true. 
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Furnish your home 
for children to live in 

Your first furniture should be chosen to stand the gaff 
of racing, romping children. Fortunately, in many of today’s 
home furnishings you’ll find practicality combined with good 
taste, for they have been designed for active young families. 
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The person most responsible for the daily management 
of living is mother, and her whole job is influenced 
by her attitude toward it. We think nothing is so good for her 
spirits as pride in her own appearance 

Take time to look pretty 
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Shop with a plan fox* family- food. 














So easy to make with Mazola Corn Oil and 
Gold Medal Flour. Never before such delicious fried foods! 


Golden-Fry Batter 1 __ 


MAZOLA* 


Thousands of women say 

'NEW GOLDEN-FRY BATTER 
RECIPE IS WONDERFUL!” 
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Between the baby-sitting problem and the numerous demands 


on their budgets, most young families find it easiest to center social 


activities around their homes 


Entertain with ease (continued) 



Special company dinner 
* Orange baked ham 
* Spoon bread * Asparagus Polonait 

Chilled sliced tomatoes 


Molded vegetable salad 
Fresh fruit Cookies 

Coffee 
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What do eggs scramble for? 


tilint's of course! 


... because Hunt’s is rich and thick 
and spiced with imagination! 









Redbook Magazine May 1958 
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Sexual 

Responsibility 
of Woman 
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25% more absorbency in the 
world's tiniest tampon...Pursettes 






































































YOU WILL 
FIND FUN IN 


ALABAMA 



































NO-COOK 

FROSTING 

with Karo'Syrup 










































Let yourself go ! 

MICHIGAN 










































in the BLACK HILLS 



















All you'll need to ki 
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face, 1 and'kalf-whispered “wori ^tmnbfed 


Feet Sore...Hot 
or Perspire? 
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4 M.V.WII.I.Y CAMP 

ykh t:\4iisAxn camps 

H Otis 

C. i rl * 

It II ft s 

Camp Pathfinder n'S'ca^Sd^ 

Wyoda ^ ^ 

Wassookeag School-Camp 

>f 1» -1» f; * r f; if \ »i i* s 


Pine Knoll ^ ^ C o?S. 6 ^h. m 

Sart Rl'parki?88BrookSt“Gardoa CKy,' n.Y?' wMsfi 

if» »* 

Laurel H illside to 15 yrs.’ WeU^eqiUpped pro- 

Camp Northern Pines 

Idjewild ji 

4 o v i 1 II <1 / . 0 ii 1 f 

Camp Northwestern % 

Apple Hill 1 r ^ : : 

Camp Passumpsic , 111 

W y Esfe» Chevy Chase 15, Washington, D. C. 

Camp Tosebo M SSm 

W P 1»y^ 0 ^weeL. & Tw^ks 0n Home!uke Atmospherefca^og 1 ; 

Ross R. Taylor. 120 Oneida Ave., Elmhurst. III. 

New England Music Camp 

I)i\ r pauf P E rt WioBi'n kS 66 ^Gorton Lake 0 Wivd^ n Warwick ta R°f 

Cornwall Academy In ’S'"!??;,™ 

College Preparation Sunuuer Session. Emphasis on learn¬ 
ing to study tot* gent ■ Rei < dal tostrartion toa^W^ 

Wentworth Camp & School 

SPECIAL 4 AMP 

Bancroft School and Camp 

Jen2U B c;! :a c«fiy^ VI pH 1 n.. M Bo? n 35£ ee Haddo?ifle?d. th ^ ea j. 

S4H TIIE lt .\ C AMPS 

4. i r 1 m 

It OHM 

Indian Beach 

If 40 4 K 1 MT. CAMPS 


Shaw-Mi-Del-Eca 

Flying "U" Caravan Camp 


Woodland 

Lake Pocahontas Camp J;“yf r ' a S 

I. iris 

Long Scraggy Mt. Ranch 

Writl^Mr^L ^^yden, ^Buffalo B Creek? Colorado 

nunn.t: a tea xrn 4 - amps 

Castle Heights Summer Camp 

II 0 11 s 

Farragut Naval Camps 

S 41 ITU W E S T E It V 1.1 »l P S 


Camp Whooppee 

Major ^o^Del^riry. ^M^toBton^orfrigs^Tennl 

Santa Fe Basin Boy's Camp 

<; iris 

C £ . : f 

I <» <’ d u r a 1 i o n n 1 

4ii r 1 h 


Fenster Ranch Camp—Tucson 

Ton-A-Wandah H l iui,i«,n»ni_. n. c. 

' 

^r 0 J|Dhe c t| e rT°M rs^famis *'p! ^ Lynch! “cataloB^Camp 

DID YOU READ 

"The First^Summer Away From Home" in^the February issue of^Redbook? If you missed it we shall 

It — fi iris 

Hilltop for Boys A ?i“ r 5 K ie dlI18 iso 

Hill Manor for Girls 

R?'E P HMimtn!'mr.,a6i^llO I St.yRichmond HHI18 .'N,y! 

Camp Advisory Service 

pip.jmW“. 

§ gsssKga SM " 

^z’JrJkZl^r '^ ~ ^ 9 

the thousands. 

If you are selecting a camp for a boy or girl, 
remember members of REDBOOK’S Camp 
Department have visited camps every summer 
for more than thirty years. Their first hand 
knowledge is available to you^to helg you in 

child’s fi ^experience or for the teenager who 

ETHEL F. BEBB, Camp Editor 
REDBOOK MAGAZINE, 230 Park Ave. 

4 » «* d «« v a t i » « a I 

High Valley Camp 1 

&°*«re° r j k . 1 C* , Smythf Clin ton Cornersf U N.°Y.? Crt?ax6-362L 

Deer Run 


These camps invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK. 
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Coeducational 
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V E IV ENGLAND —SPECIAL 
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Grier School 


HMD-WEST. 
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STAUNTON 


BASIC COURSE R.O.T.C. BY 

U.S. ARMY INSTRUCTORS. Founds 


Hargrave Military Academy 

CaUl^^offj^ep^’^^osby? pTesf, r Box°R, Chatham^'a. 




dr 


SSANUTTEN 


MILITARY ACADEMY 




The Miller School of Albemarle 


Augusta Military Academy 



RIVERSIDE 



SHIS 


SOITUWESTEHX SI HOOT 


wMMmmm. 




FARRAGUT 
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■ 


/3STLE HEIGHTS' 

MILITARY Highest Standards 


TMI 


t^r (oluMbiA\ 

J; ^MILITARY ACADEMY^ 

/f ’' 5IeL^UslHr , i|i b te 
IS SwSm" 


The Baylor School for Boys 

• S. wm 
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mam 

imSm 
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girl and the type of camp or school 
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SEEKING SCHOOLS 



mm. 


TOP-PAY POSITIONS WITH 

STENOTYPE ig 
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BSilSil 




National School of Dress Design 

WRlggg 


OEESSIONAE SCHOOL 



BVSiXESS & SECRETARIAL 


CHANDLER SCHOOL D^tharmc 5 




The Art Institute of 


ART X-RAY & EARORATO 





WRITE? 

m 


^ r ";s!lll 


... 


;1.,: .u; 1 


AIRLINE TRAINING 
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StXE&S & SECttE 


0 


"I’m Earning $ 1650 More a Year- 

... and / went from a Sales Clerk job to Secretary to 
a top N. Y. Executive I "writes » e »vo«« ctv 


SHORTHAND IN 6 weeks 


[ FAMOUS ABC SHORTHAND 

NO SYMBOLS, NO MACHINES-USES ABC's 

ainute—50% faster than Civil Service re- 
ments! Easy-to-learn SPEED WRITING 

....___- - -.„ internationally-recognized shorthand- 

firm. My salary increased $1200 a year! To- uses no symbols, but the familiar letters of 
day I am secretary to the Sales Manager of the alphabet you ALREADY KNOW! Over 
a leading concern, at $1650 more yearly!" 350,000 Graduates! 
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THE FAITHLESS 

BY JOHN D. MacDONALD 


A thoughtful novel of marriage: 
of a decent man who impulsively betrayed all he held dear, 
and of his wife, who sorrowfully understood his shame 

—and his retribution 



n a rainy Tuesday morning in August, 
urried his small suitcase and his wife’s over- 
o the carport and put them in the station 
wagon. He looked at the low gray sky and knew they 
would probably have rain all the way to Battle Creek. It 
seemed to him almost too contrived a setting for this trip 
—a gray rain, suitable for heartbreak. 

Joan opened the kitchen door and said, “Are you all 
through in the house?” 

“Yes.” 


“It s all locked.’ she said and pulled the door shut. 
After they were in the car he said, without looking at 
her. “You know you don’t have to come with me” 
“We’ve been over that,” she said tonelessly. 

“It can turn out to be — messy.” , 

“It’s already messy, Carl.” 

“In the sense you mean, yes. It is already messy. 
And I’m the one to blame. We both understand that. / 
mean that if I have to testify, this could be spread all over 
the papers, and if you come along you’re more likely to be 


“I think we’d better start, Carl. I’m coming with 

When he was on the turnpike he turned west. She 
sat far from him, near the door on her side. Since Sun¬ 
day, when she had learned the whole tawdry story, there 
had been a heaviness between them, a dulled awkwardness. 
They found it difficult to look directly at each other. They 
rode in silence, and he knew there was nothing in the 
world he could say to her to ease her pain. Or his own. 



After they had driven many miles she said suddenly, 
in anguish and helpless anger, “Why did this have to hap- 

“Do you want me to try to answer that?” 

He sensed rather than heard her sigh. “No.” 

“I don’t know why it happened. I know I have to 
make this trip; do what I can. Maybe it’s a kind of retri¬ 
bution. Self-punishment. I don’t know. The same sort 
of impulse that made me tell you the whole story.” 

“lust please don’t tell yourself that everything has 
gone sour because you told me. What would we have had 
left, even if I never found out?” 

“I don’t know what we have left, Joan.” 

“Neither do I, Carl" she said wearily. “Neither do 

He glanced over af her. She was looking out the side 
window at the rain. He drove with mechanical precision. 
He shut.his jaw so tightly his teeth ached, and he wished 
with all his heart that he could be given one small frag¬ 
ment of all his life to live over again. Just one small part. 
A little less than a month. . . . 

On Sunday, the fourteenth day of July, Carl Garrett 
had taken his wife, Joan, to the new County Memorial 
Hospital for surgery. Back in April, Dr. Bernie Madden, 
family doctor and family friend, had confirmed the 

just as soon as it could be conveniently arranged. “No 
great rush,” he had said, “but let’s get it done this 
summer.” 

And they had known this summer would not be like 
the others. On the first of July they had driven the kids 
sixty miles into the hills, depositing thirteen-year-old Kip 
at Camp Way-na-ko on the north shore of Lake Muriel for 
his second summer there, and leaving twelve-year-old 
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PCr£ They'had bought the Crescent Ridge house in 1952, 
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all packed for the hospital, she looked hack and said, 

Z1|^' is 34“ 'cL-ts ar,;z 
I 3 i K Sz 

SS^lt.iaSSSS!: 

“StS-a* h. d . „„„ 8 . « w . 

him earnest instructions about household trivia. And then 
would come a silence that would begin to be un- 

“Listen, she’ll be so full of drugs she won’t mind a 

S«Sa;-€S3--S 

st&jki 

keys on the palm of his hand and then stood and listened 

jwtsrass 1 : -ifitjectt ~. 

married couple. A tall, spare man in his late thirties, dark 

with an open face, an honest and merry and uncomplicated 

‘■'fi'ESE—“ 



his hospitalization policy. He carried her suitcase as a 
nurse led them up to her room. Room 314, a semiprivate 
room with two beds. The curtains were drawn around 

ready she had moved a little wav apart from him He 
to th ^ r °“^ d J{ t 0 e 0 d r - toward the main exit ^ sensing the 8i]entj 

tz7 [ z tediavtirfoni ■s^assa 

stopped him. “Just bring her in. Carl?” 

“A few minutes ago. Shea-sort of scared, I guess.” 

wide^d^^bUc^ SirtS 3 

■■ ■ • look of vitality and ' *' 


o sit and look at somebody in bed? they’re long 
enough. You don't have to be there the whole time° 
You’d go out of your mind.” 

to finish 
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and one of his local girl friends. Joan and Carl wandered He sat up restlessly and thumped the pillow into a new 

away from the others. They sat in a small park and shape and lay back. Two-thirty by the luminous dial of 
talked until suddenly and rudely it was dawn and he had the bedroom clock. Too late to take a sleeping pill. It 

llllfe® 

Maybe Cindy can’t step either. Lying over there 


each other^tmd kissed ^hemsefves°into°a ^i^zied^breathfess- 
ness and knew they were in love in a way so intense it had 
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County, in the Adirohdacks. They had ten days and 
nights to learn each other, to learn the strange terrains 
and tempos and needs of the beloved. They made much 

ing. And when they drove back through the mountains 
to Watertown in the borrowed car, she sat close beside 
him, hip and shoulder touching him, hand resting on his 


' a ten-day stomach, closed into a slack fist. Wonder what position 

1942 in a “ lo why ‘not keep thinking of Cindy? No crime, is 
i Hamilton it? And it’s going to put me to sleep. . . . 



ires ASi 

~ St ESSffSgS 

more mature, but she still had that flavor of vibrant alive- 
ness, of healthy, animal completeness. The hair was crisp, 
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' eat deal for the others. 


as much pleasure in it as when it was tiny and insecure. 
In 1954 he had sold out for a figure that, after capital gains, 


staff and a hundred thousand dollars’ worth of accounting 

isrsrtrsisay.tsis 

system. His full title was Special Assistant to the Plant 
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he found*hin^self'wdshing^hat'lm'had^a'secretary^who 0 ' 
more lighthearted. And younger. Brisbie was so— 


crisp> - 

the d^kTesrand^bX^afrtdd.^r'it* 1 w^TfeSThe cS^BridgTd^ mite ^way. ^ffis“secretary,^Mr” 
would not express. Because of that special staunchness. Brisbie, came in and coughed politely to get his attention. 
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they would give him when he retired. The mental image 

“Tomorrow morning. Tuesday. Til take some time 
ofi tomorrow. If it’s okay.” 

E.,;;a r fcis 


... 

aWe^^maen^hL'liked^to ^tahc ^boiU^te^im 6 He u“d 



Carl left the office on M 
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eyes wer^^ciosed*. 

She opened them and smiled and said, “Hi. honey. 
Crank me up, please. Under the knees too. That’s fine. 

^JiFrtde tx d b ” ide 1116 bed - “ How are you? You 


“sa?— . 
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Just because I feel thi^way doesnWan I’m about to 

do^the'really^nar't’thin^iritf go^ighTahe^and'ktwck 
the way I was going to, and prove to myself that I can 
talk to her without drooling, prove to myself this isn’t 


Id Cindy. Full of coordination.” 

“That stupidfsprinkler head. We can’t just use a he 


“I got it, didn’t I? I put my suit in the car when I 
went to see Joan. So I went from there to Pond Lake and 

“Not for me. I’ve got rhino hide. Tonight it’s red 

them They he tidked h ^it"joSti°^id e w a ^atiS re ' Cindy 

“All I can say for myself is I didn’t exaggerate. In 
either direction. I do apologize to you for talking you 
to death. And I owe it to you to tell you what I decided. 
Maybe not completely decided. But it’s what I think my 

ICan “fa£sTet t? ’ him ' IhaVet ° try ” 

“Then^if I can’t make it work, his dear mother can 
wafonfe'mafried Z’ T cln^usXfrher Sng^CarL 

done her dam^'tT^th^rM fo^him » hTwouHnT 

Bucky is her little boy. He can do no wrong. % his 

that'the 8 w a orid S iffpTacl whlro^wpeoplewillTook aft™ 
his clothes, feed him, clean up after him and tell him he’s 
superb. His job is a toy and that airplane is a toy and 
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alf step and winced and nearly went dov 
°w. Turned the ankle, I guess.” She _ 

SOUn Hfwem P around n to“heTright side, put his arm around 

her ^±SiZrSe™” my 

“Come on. We’ll get you into the kitchen and look 

back door. He knew he would release her there. But he 
had the feeling all this had happened before, just as.it was 

Stfand&d n hT' the d °° r ^ tUr ' ied hCT “ t0 hif 
armS S a he stood rigid and shocked and uncooperative in his 
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prolonged shuddering sigh, then turned a bit to meet his 
mouth more firmly with hers, turned just enough in a fluid 

tW bumped 1 elbmvs Aat were" in ^^wl^ow 
gone and they fitted sweetly and tightly, with her right 
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so deeply he could hear her, He could see her in silhou- 





“My fault,” he said. 
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girl in one of 












beafdolnon m“ ITd IkepfteUin^ 1 ,m^seT/rm^nlo™ wTth 
you, and telling myself there s not a damn thing we can 

H0W ‘t»£ K: G A a r y ? 1, and handsome 
and interesting gal. a nice tall leggy blonde getting inter- 
ested in a sedentary office worker who’s getting thin on top, 
and who has kids nearly old enough to—” 

. He looked at'her' n “All right. And we’d better stop 
this whole thing. We’re going to stay out of trouble 
through an exercise of will, Cindy. And it doesn’t make 

but on another level we’re getting ourselves heated up 

r at;. 


that night and be together there. They would steal this 

EKSJffiSSaS- 
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reached across her and grasped her upper arm and slowly, 


531 ’“ftgh^fter Aey y brought y you r dow e n° r -And 1° 

U Ide sat beside her and she kept tight hold of his hand 
while he went over it again. He was with her over a half- 
hour. When he was with her he felt that Cindy was the un- 

I'are g'oing't^do tmnon'ow'nigffi'dear*” SS ^ ^ ^ 
And then he began to wonder if’she could read it in 


his face. He had never been a] 


Kip and left them in the drawer of her night stand. He 

S^A^ 4 i^^ nd - n0ddedat 


rom hers. Her eyes went lieved, and filled with a tremorous anticipation of Cindy 
l a grimace that was almost that made his belly hollow and his head light, and made 
fiercely, heavily, clingingly the backs of his hands prickle. 
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He stood up and looked around the room, breathing 
nesT’ And a slow°lv he turn^ and looked at her. HeThair 

E =^4>ps 2 A- * e 
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fa c 

arguments, recriminations, a long turbulent scene. They 


his own hypocrisy. He had not planned to visit Joan 
during afternoon visiting hours, yet if he used her as an 
excuse to leave he stood a better chance of getting out on 
the turnpike in time to find a vacancy in a good motel 

gte— r xrurlook 
at h'mself jrnd clouded^momeitiardy^his 

i made bitter little appraisals of the ethics and motives 


ThisS crucfal°nor' d ^quel^And,^pkase, 
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now I couldn’t stand up if my life depended on it.” He sat on his heels beside her. “I left the office earlv 

“Tomorrow you will,” the nurse said. and drove out the pike.” 

% d ? to pop open iJfcK to he, 

towork? 1 ” 011 ^ Sn d ^° an aS ^ e d’ 'Honey, are you going back car. ^ ^ ,, fc „ ^ 

excuse!’’*' *“ ** * ^ * ** ^ ^ “ “ t‘n^n.’ooldly-it 

exercise, I’ll break out the mower. Who sent the yellow “Please don’t be cross and cruel. We’re both nervous, 

flowers?” ' Let’s not snap at each other.” 

“The garden club. Aren’t they lovely?” “This horrible grimace is supposed to be an encourag- 

deci^eSed a- * better, darling. When wifl you be there?” 

he^s on the turnpike, heading east at sixty-flve mil. an ^or^elater^ ^ ^ 

One of the most impressive motels in.the strip of new S&Sft a^I 
motels was called The Traveler. It had an imposing fa s ade, there. In Room Twenty. Kiss me then. And, please, very 
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“That’s not necessary.” Carl realized he had written Mrs. Pierce left him alone with Joan. She looked more 
Carl A. Carr ... He hesitated and wrote Garroway and tired than she had during the afternoon. She said she 
forced a laugh and said, “No relation to Dave.” He picked had sat up again, and that Bernie had stopped by and 

a street name and number in Hillton. said she was doing fine. 

“Got to have your license number.” Carl wrote it She smiled at him and said, “And you are certainly 

down. “Local plate?” looking like a man around town. Got some big deal lined 

“Yes,” he said evenly. “A local plate and a local up?” 
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“Here’s your key,” the man said. “Number Twenty, “Well, after I leave here I may decide to go on into 

and that’ll be twelve dollars even.” town. Jim Hardy is entertaining some of the New York 

“We might bring both cars. Where'll I put the extra people at Steuben’s. He thinks I ought to join them.” 
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Carl walked down and looked at Number 20. It was “Did you play golf or mow the lawn?” 

sigh. The Venetian blinds were partially closed. The “Project?”. 
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all-to- “You know, dear. Her plan to do absolutely nothing.” 

“I guess she’s working aHt. She was in her back 
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in perfect rhythm. He took the key and unlocked the door 
for her and then went back and got the portable cooler 

l0Vel |'he sat ratherly stiffly on the end of the nearest bed 
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it struck the ceiling and hit her shoulder as it fell. “That’s 
supposed to mean luck,” he said. 
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lost meamn f g fand significance. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 
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he crow ; n Mack? g he took off She sent me in 

to sub, explaining that you are very dull, but sort of 


He dropped his right hand to her lap. She held his “What time is it?” 

chunking'car'doors'lik^mad^foM:he'latf hour. ^Itls time 

”"ffiSt a dismal case of stage fright. I guess bathroom, showered and 

because this is all so sneaky. It’s something I knew I’d shaved and dressed, she was .standing bv the bureau. She 






Redbook’s 



























Slt'ciKt^ asst ~* 
b „. M S sriS “cS" to, 5£ 

first one of these binges she’s missed, I think.” 
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drink, nodding and speaking to friends and acquaintances. 
. They asked him about Joan and he said the same things 
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lions. I just want to say something. I don’t want Joan 
to be hurt. I don’t think you do either. Even if it has all 
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hundred and five, and so it doesn’t take much. Just listen 
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__rl, I’ve had just enough of this thing to make a 
decision of sorts. I want to talk to you. As a friend.” 

“Come U on e ’over here.” He followed her to one of the 


^K^lfifrom Eunices 


and finding the house empty. Eunice made all the Stan 
ard insinuations. Also, Cindy has sent her kids away fu. 
the summer. Also, last night, she was trying so hard to 

BUCk “I’r n otTgo^rCaT b rm a pretty stable gal with 
a good marriage. I don’t like to stick my nose into other 
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morsels. When Bill couldn’t rouse Cindy he noticed your 
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got Ae^impression there was someone^ with you. And I 
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Carl stayed in the shadows. He felt distressed. For 
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yard, the episode in his living room, the interludes at the 
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He left the party at midnight. He had talked to many 
and’vlilled’salad,'and' had gone back 
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lines^tke^ speedonnrter S needle 0 p^recl^ly^on^fifty 16 Qndy 
m°an fd 









myself. I woke up the Stocklands. Eunice simpered . And again there was the flare of motion, and this 
around a while and then she filled me in. Neither of yon time a great force caved in his right sidfe as, almost simuh 
g"» at home any more. So I took the house apart.” taneously, he was hit on the left side of his face and m 

£%di 

saw the name on the folder. The Tn 

“Found those at five o’clock this morning, right in 
plain sight on the breakfast table. So I took a cab out. 

lOftS S. ISi^u^ed^I w*S 


onTs'heebIJnd"fdt behSTSm^or^“nigh^smnd^nd 

of the puppet that was his body and pulled his arms up 
and took a wooden step and swung a drifting paper fist at 


“I always figured you for a guy 'who doesn’t do this 
kind of thing. But maybe I was wrong. You did pretty 

Cindy had sat on the edge of the far bed, her face 

‘■‘TKCFSfSn 


“I just want a little briefing. Hell, I’ve gotten tired When he came out , 

of being patronized by you two egg-heads. You wouldn’t ments for him to realize 

KijAMitk?* * - “• h - - fJETS .Sf5i 

“What do you want me to say, Bucky?” prietor and he was sayi 


falling so rapidly it was a roaring in his head.... 

When he came out of it, it took long stuporous mo¬ 
ments for him to realize^ that he^was on a bed, and that 



where I was. How long has this been going on? A year? know that. I never have any trouble.” 

Two years? It must have been going on a long time for Carl realized his left eye wouldn’t open. ‘ 

you two to get so careless. . ..” date?” one of the patrolmen asked him. 

1 “Ithasnhbeen going on a long time,” Carl said in ^ “It’s-Wday. Twentieth^ of July?’ His mouth 

so damn clumsy. Book matches. Cars in plain sight. “Carl A. Garrett.” 


“Hold it a minute. 1 


mine.” ^ 

“ShutTp^u. C Sn d eddng cheaplhde tramp.” 

M ;: i ^^rm^ was ” Carisaidh - 

Bucky stared at him and for the first time there was Carl sat up with an effort, swung his legs over the 

more than oddness about his eyes.’ There was a wild and side of the bed, shut his eyes against the momentary dizzi- 
glaring ^ look. “You’re going to call it love? ? Your big ness. He took his wallet out, took out the papers and 

We? e This J a moteiTman, InTshe's my tife S a'nd Em her handed them l ° ^ patrolman ' ^ WCre StUd ‘ ed 

husband. How come this gets to be called love?” He 


^^^ aroutacompk;ntforassauitMr 

tion, but^before'he'had^me'rnduck, 1 Bucky™thkkHgtt’fist “How'^u^'^dd'^u say,^Charlie?” the patrolman 

smashed against the left side of his face. He fell across asked. 

fell, there’s the lamp, and that’s a total loss. And 
the rug cleaned, and the blood on the sheet there. 

hecked° k over real ®°° d 


smashed against the left side of his face. He fell across 

tSffS SiS gemng me rug creanen, ann me moon on me sneet mere. 

hThi^moufCleefingTfl at otce^sfrickenf sSed,°fai ! nfi 1 d "carfcLried^lank checks in his wallet.^ He made one 

I r ^? ded " tt Pr0Pnetor ’ 




words with his numbed mouth. Nurse Calhoun said she 
"° U He was gken a pill which he sv 


^^oT.lX h on^T» her h, 

“You fool around, and that’s a chance you got to take: 


He was given a pill which he swallowed with difficulty. 
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lage of r Aldermon. “carlTadTen^hrougr't"before and and closed the door quietly whe.7she left."Within'i 
g onVeIVnl'dV^Vrr Krcharia? 6 Office hour! . ' 

10-12°iid Ls 3 ™ SS1 ^ “ ar aC anan ' 

Carl was taken in bf Larry. Kacharian was just fin- 


patrolman. The man said that was okay, glad to do it, 
and handed him his car keys^and went out, whistling. ^ 

an unpleasant grating as the broken nose was gently shi; 


“Open *up EX I^et‘me gTtThat gauze.” When the gauze 

*"** ^mattoe h fa Sr th il fclt “ ^ ,hCTe - 

“No.” 

“Take a deep breath and tell me how that right side 

“You can clean yourself up in the washroom, right 

When he had shut himself into the washroom, C 
leaned on the sink and looked at his face in the mirr 


fixed it there with tape. He gently pried the puffed and look of bruti 

blackened flesh of the lids of the left eye apart and shone to be a som, 

a light into the eye and gave a grunt of satisfaction. Carl pai 

“You’re not as bad as you looked. Now relax while The dri 

f go take a look atthe wet plates.”_ _ fortably shot 


sastvssss 






simple solution to all difficulties. Just one hard twist of 

£ 3? iStt n? A*±taart 

surance in order. A Ballinger pension for the widow. Col¬ 
lege for the kids. And no sickly lies to invent. 


f^biggesf and P b[ack°esfpa?r 0 o 


o a ^uSs g bo e uTht 

sunglasses he could find, 







bright, but her eyes had a sunken look, and there were 

.-SSS 35 

s Bueky home, Cindy?” she asked. 

“He came and went. He sends his love, Joanie.” 
“Why don’t you sit down and visit a while, Cindy? 

^g^CkSuneht b Zl 

“ rr ?’ Joan ’ but rve g°‘ a lunch date ’’ Cind ? 


gpliii 
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'trlittle while la 


look to him. It had come alive. It moved and breathed 

for this day. he could permit himself the luxury of the 
hope she might never learn about it. 

Marie arrived on Tuesday before Carl left for the 
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body said yob were a little banged up, but I didn’t know 
° nt ° 3 

te"S‘ffH7'5Sf£S^S& 

... ti&asSBrai* 

’ ' ith a simplified organization chart. 

■ted by the proposal is right here, 

-,-ites and go over it.” 

Cad read the page and a half of explanation and 
:d at tae chart. He managed to conceal his shock and 
chagrin at how boldly and cleverly Ray Walsh had moved 
against him. Many of the proposed changes were minor. 

and implied authority and responsibility, and leave him 
with only the function of precisely measuring and report- 

















bedroom. Cindy had become apathetic, spiritless, lost in 
Bemie arrived and spent ten minutes in the bedroom. 
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out of it. . . . Carl, do you know of any special trouble 
between Bucky and Cindy?” 

“Molly spotted something when she helped Cindy 
• ' hed^After she was ouU took a f lo^ T^at girl has 


“It’s hard to believe. Carl, I don’t like this one litde 


termed a ‘nervous breakdown.’ Happens to a lot of sensi- 
But ss 

£ .O trf t a o U - 

Srma^ve world S STST £ rely 
happened. Hell, maybe I’m being too pessimistic. But I 
• g in there before I put 


“Bemie, she may not even have that. Bucky told his 
parents about leaving her. The kids are with them. 
Under the circumstances, it might not be too easy to get 

spsssffip 

Cindy is right in your lap and you know it. I think I’ll 

Si 



rgf^id & E^ges. 

“A very gaudy little tale. Carl. You both seem a 
bXVndalso, d hormth™ucb d tougem and how' 











my culnr^frukfyrpay a you fed you netddiat 
1 That* night, after dinner, Carl phoned Bernie and 

“ ;°p d itTe U nt S anc / 1 flTdecide'whom 'she ^an “"and 
" hen Bucky was buried in a family plot in Battle Creek on 






me, when I drop in. And I 
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>n ‘Vgnir|s just that Bucky’s people never really ap- 
* Cindy is a fine person.” 
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^'ZZo'SS, faraway. I can't seem to get 
anywhere near you. Ever since J came back from the 

JiSS »T7o“i’j',“g“4litt' iC".t 


S^ g or^meti n0 ri ^'TnTbqgaffing”to" feel 
physically better than I\e felt in years ... and there 
^anybody to enjoy it with. I wish the kids were 

"""•'‘It won’t be long now.” 

there and look at me with all that dreadful patience. 

P ‘Tte He thought of going after her, 
but he did not know what he could say to her. so he picked 
the paper up and began to read again. 

Bob Elden phoned him on Friday at the office and set 
up an appointment in Elden’s office at five-thirty. Bob's 
manner was less languid than usual. He was intent, 

dlreC ‘weVe C °g n o C t e ffie d hearing set up, Carl. For Wednesday 
next at ten in the morning, with a Judge Howard. In 
Batde Creek. A man named Quickling has been handlin g 

5 *w£wiS 3 

“From what we can find out and what we can guess. 
Cindy°sj*m'thlet^cL^cuTi^n^ht^in f ^ouTwith^ 

There . nc chance the man will listen to reason. At least 
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sure kinfof Z\Zer H^fcd 


the most difficult things a man could be asked 
au would be questioned by Cabled attorneys, and 
they wouldn’t be gentle with you. Think it over this week¬ 
end. Carl. Trvto be ^impartial with yourself. Think of 

i, ss “ 

stSMfcs-it; saL'sttc 

for her in child custody case. Husband thrashes lover and 
is killed in plane crash. Deluxe motel scene of infidelities. 
Wife of executive who today gave testimony was in hospital 

?uttS e bfh^'^ t e^llrive. nfaithf “ 1 Wlfe beate " " lth 

a siS^Th,^ ^' 
”" St Joan"ighed in her sleepy Carl went quietly out of the 












Snider's 


for those who like it HOTTER 


Snider’s chili-pepper flavor gives food a bright new lift. It heightens 
your enjoyment but never bites your tongue. Whatever tastes 

good with catsup tastes better with Snider’s, the Hotter Catsup 


Into your life for the first time come... 















